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got up, grasped a hazel rod, went to his wife, and thrashed
her within an inch of her life.1
A Syrian version of the story runs thus :
Once on a time, near Damascus, there was a peasant who
understood the language of animals. He had an ox, with
which he tilled the soil, and an ass which he used to ride.
One day, when the ox was ploughing the fields, while the
ass was browsing on the grass, the peasant left off his work
and lay down under a tree. The ass went up to the ox, and
the ox said to him, " Curse you ! You eat grass and barley
the whole blessed day without doing anything at all, whereas
I work from morning to evening, and all the night you will
not let me sleep for your roaring and braying." " My dear
fellow/' answered the ass, " this evening you will make believe
to be ill, not touching your fodder, and when your master
comes and sees you in that state, he will give you two or
three days' rest." " Yes, by Gad," said the ox, " that is
what I will do."
However, the master had heard their talk and thought
to himself, " Cursed be the father of the ass ! I will make
him work instead of the ox." He got up and returned to
the house, riding the ass and followed by the ox. Then he
brought barley for them both ; but when he went at mid-
night and opened the door of the cattle-stall he saw that the
ox was asleep and had eaten none of its fodder. He shut
the door and went and slept till morning. Then he returned
to the stall and said to the ox, " You are sick to-day ; I will
leave you here, and the ass shall do your work." So he took
the yoke and put it on the neck of the ass, who thought,
" Curse the scoundrel ! It was a devilish bad idea of mine
to advise the ox to feign sickness."
The peasant went with the ass to his field and ploughed
with him till set of sun. When the ass came back worn out
with weariness, he said to the ox, " Your master said to-day
that he will slaughter you to-morrow, because he thinks you
will die at any rate." At that the ox woke up and began to
kick the crib till it fell down. The peasant came, saying,
" Ah, there you are all right again, old boy ! " So he gave
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